OF THE FAMOUS MOLL FLANDEES.            207

for that night, but slept little, the horror of the fact
was upon my mind, and I knew not what I said or
did all night, and all the next day. Then I was
Impatient to hear some news of the loss ; and would
fain know how it was, whether they were a poor
body's goods, or a rich; perhaps, said I, it may be
some poor widow like me, that had packed up these
goods to go and sell them for a little bread for her-
self and a poor child, and are now starving and
breaking their hearts, for want of that little they
would have fetched; and this thought torment-
ed me worse than all the rest, for three or four
days.

But my own distresses silenced all these reflections,
and the prospect of my own starving, which grew
every day more frightful to me, hardened my heart
by degrees. It was then particularly heavy upon
my mind, that I had been reformed, and had, as
I hoped, repented of all my past wickedness; that
I had lived a sober, grave, retired life for several
years, but now I should be driven by the dreadful
necessity of my circumstances to the gates of de-
struction, soul and body; and two or three times I
fell upon my knees, praying to God, as well as I
could, for deliverance; but J cannot but say, my
prayers had no hope in them ; 1 knew not what to
do, it was all fear without, and dark within; and I
reflected on my past life as not repented oi] that
heaven was now beginning to punish me, and would
make me as miserable as I had been wicked*

Had I gone on here I had perhaps been a true
penitent; but I had an evil counsellor within, and
he was continually prompting me to relieve myself
by the worst means; so one evening he tempted
me again by the same wicked impulse that had
said, take that bundle, to go out again and seek for
what might happen.